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was thundered out by someone on the Island. Forgetting
prudence in the anxiety of hearing the peremptory hail, two
of the naked runaways raised themselves above the gunwale
to see who was accosting them.
The man on the island, a military officer on a sea-fowl
shooting expedition, saw them and realized what was hap-
pening.
'Haul down your sail/ he roared, "or I'll fire into your
boat.'
The fugitives paid no heed nor made any answer to this
order and threat, the man at the helm holding the boat
steadily on her course.
'Hallo 1  Shore, ahoy! Help! Mutiny!'
As the officer shouted, he levelled his fowling-piece and
fired, ineffectually as it proved, the shots spattering the water
well astern.
Concealment being now useless, the whole party stood up,
and Rashleigh saw that the whole settlement was by this
time in commotion. The report of the officer's gun had
roused the sentries posted at the signal stations, who dis-
charged their muskets, the sound of which brought the
dreaded commandant at a run from Government House. He
leapt on his horse and galloped down to the sea beach, where,
Rashleigh judged by his gestures, he was characteristically
cursing a party of men who were busily launching a boat,
urging them to make better speed.
A party of soldiers came down the hill at a run towards
their chief officer, and Rashleigh saw another detachment,
which had apparently made for the jail at the first alarm,
make their way on the high ground behind Nobby's Island,
Alarm bells were ringing continuously, and the two cannon
which stood on the patch of green In front of Government
House were hastily loaded and discharged at the boat, one
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